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Author's Notes: 
Due to site formatting limitations, | had to select all 3 bands to start with. The main story or pairing is Anette 
Olzon/Jani Liimatainen. 


Srsly.. If you don't know what A/B/0 (Alpha/beta/omega) means in fanfic, you might want to google it. 


WARNINGS for the overall work: Non-con and dub-con, fictional medical condition, fuck-or-die type situation, 
watersports, Female Alpha-take a guess what that means, Alpha-on-Alpha sex, switching 


*Tony is the ‘bad guy’ but he is only referenced 
*Sav does not appear till close to the end. Again.. formatting. 


*Characters have some lupine/canine traits and behaviors such as: knotting, going into heat, mating (however 


more choice is involved), pack behaviour and mentality, changing into animal form, enhanced physical abilities 


*NON-typical A/B/0 model: Both main characters are Alpha but quite nonstandard. 


That all said, it's not that scary. The ‘canon’ is unspooled slowly through the entirety of the fic rather than all 
at once. Not sure yet how many chapters itll be divided into. 


These characters and the rockstars whose human forms they resemble belong only to themselves. 


-1996-2007 


They'd let him in based on his potential and despair. He had the right kind of tortured soul, like the caricature 
of a Russian vory v zakone in a lb-year-old conscientious objector, getting by on the mayhem of vodka and the 
shredding of his axe in place of killing and violence. They'd called him untrained and a dog and a mutt. Shortly 
after his 8th birthday as a short autumn reversed the day-night cycles, sliding toward the cold and dark of 
the far North, Tony had turned him anyway. The Wolfpack had to be Wolves. No question. And no questioning 
authority. He'd only waited so long for the sake of legality. 


Turned Jani, augmented his senses and abilities, his body and his mind. He could run like the wind, hear through 
walls, see in the dark, and could change into his animus at will. Tony had not bet on him turning Alpha when he 
presented only a month later. Rather than another faithful follower or even a bitch-male, he got a packmate 


who challenged and mocked his judgment. Said person was a walking, talking, breathing, fucking reminder of his 


infallibility. 


Infallible swung two ways although the subject at hand did not: No one had ever heard of an Alpha going into 
heat. It happened the first time around midwinter. That made Jani an aberration, and he would have been 
deemed a disgrace to the entire concept of Alpha except for one thing: Tony had loved it. Once he figured out 
why his guitarist was so sick and what that fucking smell was with no omegas present, his Alpha privilege took 
over. It was true that someone had to lest Jani die, but it didn't have to be him. Taking, knotting, and all- 
around dominating another Alpha turned out to be his greatest thrill. The others in the band and crew - beta 
males he could do the same to at any time unchallenged - didn't interest him beyond an occasional quick show 


of discipline. 


Jani had never stopped fighting him. He was too headstrong, too annoyed by the entire business. Not because 
he wanted to be ‘the' Alpha or the leader. He wanted equality in one thing: the creative process. That one thing 
was too much. Never finding a place to fit in their underworld, Jani eschewed the traditional Wolfpack mentality 
and he wasn't afraid to say so. Year by year the screaming matches increased as did the walk-outs - which 


lasted only until his next heat - and the drinking. 


When Tony had had enough and kicked him out, the general consensus had been that Jani would die the next 
time he went into heat. Thats what happened to omegas who couldn't find an Alpha to knot them. A rare 
occurrence, it happened only in very remote areas when either the omega was taken by surprise and there 
was no Alpha available, or if, for some reason, those that were, refused, such as if their own mate were 


heavily pregnant or the omega in question had been ostracized. It was heard of, though less and less, that an 


Alpha male would refuse a non-bearing omega male on principle. 


Jani wasn't omega, though. He was something else. Heat or not, he lacked the necessary equipment to carry 
children - his Change didn't include that. Again, Alpha. And he did, in fact, function as one: a lot, much to Tony's 
eternal disgust. ‘No one should be unmated for so long, carrying on like an adolescent who'd popped a knot 


early, he'd been quoted. He in fact had the luxury of a traditional - female omega bearing - mate. 


Jani had never been interested in the whole marking, claiming, bonding, breeding aspects, what he considered 
nonsense. Quite the opposite: he was happy to help out single omegas and the occasional beta female who had a 
heat. As for sex with full humans who had no such gene and had not been Changed, he was able keep his knot 
down when the pheromones of another Wolf weren't present or he wasn't in heat himself. For those who 


wanted to experiment with his physiology, well, he didn't mind giving them their freakish fantasies. 


Other than Tony, to whom he'd submitted when he had to, to live, he'd never allowed anyone to knot him. He 
called himself a "raging heterosexual" to the media, and that was his true orientation. Besides, in Finland, no one 
had heard of a female Alpha in over 120 years. They'd died out or been driven out. The lore proclaimed that, 
regardless her anatomy, once mated, an Alpha woman was as unable to go outside her coupling as a mated 
omega: she'd die trying. Wolves tended to pair early. The instincts of their heritage demanded it, and Jani 
wasn't exactly getting any younger. 
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-1989 and forward, some of Anette's history. 


An Alpha female presented after the end of puberty, same as a male. But of course, no one expected that; 
Anette had never heard of it. Even amongst families with Wolf blood, it wasn't talked about, the topic hush- 
hush. She'd grown up thinking all Alphas were men. 


Despite medical science having advanced, there was no way to predict when, if, or how a child - young adult, 
either by years or by circumstance - would present. Little was known about Alpha women. Few cared, unlike 
Alpha males and their precious omegas whose anatomy had been studied and documented in the finest detail 
Her own mother had been at a loss to explain why suddenly she had partially turned into ‘a boy' down there, 
but only when she was aroused. Or, as Anette, bitter at the turn of events till she'd met her husband, used 
to put it, "when some bitch is horny". 


All her boyfriends and, more recent to the presentation, sex partners, had been human. Up till then, she'd 
never felt or sensed anything unusual under her skin, so to speak Her humiliation at the time hadn't fully 
abated until after her first successful sexual encounter as the top - Alpha - person, at 19. Thankfully, she'd 
never gone into heat herself till she was about to knot a man who was in that state. 


Omega males weren't exactly plentiful, but they were around. She knew how lucky she was, to have found one 
neither cloistered by his family or fallen into the skin trade. And straight besides. It wasn't that she considered 
betas out of the question They were stronger than most humans, could change form and had some psi ability. 
They just seemed to fare better with their own designation, without the intense hormonal - and emotional - 


demands. 


It was Anette who, later, found a scientific institute willing to study her without turning her very body into a 
freak show. Together, they began to change the secrecy and shame associated being Alpha and female. 


Soci ety changed slowly. 


-2017 


From the get-go, Anette liked almost everything about Jani: his energy, his manner of speaking and turn of 


phrase. His music, obviously. Enough that she was willing to record in two different studios in two different 
countries, but with everything digital, it worked. They spoke in English although their grasp of each other's 
native languages was more than competent, at first by email, then phone and Skype, and finally in person to 


shoot some videos and band photos. 


There was something odd about his scent. Even after more than ten years out of Sonata Arctica, the rumors 


still circulated as to whether Jani was Pack, and if so, his status. She'd heard it speculated he was Tony's 


second bitch but he didn't smell mated. He wasn't beta, that was obvious. 


Beyond that, despite how strange the concept was, Anette wasn't sure of his designation He wore a ring on his 
left hand but for a Finnish man, that could mean engaged, married.. or neither, if he was trying to throw 


people off. 


Besides, what was civil law compared to a mating bond between two Wolves? Irrelevant. She didn't ask, and Jani 
never brought it up. 
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Jani was cutting it close, then late, then a no-show. He didn't answer their texts or calls and finally The Dark 
Element had to cancel the gig and hand out free tickets for some future one. Anette was fuming, pissed off 
about the utter waste of time and money, but also worried about Jani. The last time she'd seen him, for 
rehearsal two nights previous, something had been off. He was twitchy; his eyes were too bright. Like a junkie 
or... like Anette's omega husband used to get many years ago before they went into heat together, before 
their first child. She'd carried the next two, and they were so immune to each other's scent by now, their 


occasional sex was akin to what full human couples had. 


Just as they were leaving, a van skidded into the alleyway and dropped a large box out of its open rear doors. 
No, not a box, a cage. Someone was inside it. Anette was struck dumb by the concept of caging a person, and 
by the overpowering scent of a Wolf in heat. Then she recogrised the long, tangled red-and-black hair, and a 
sense of outrage filled her. Jani! So this was why her senses were skewed. She should have known that even as 
a turned Wolf, there'd be something different and special about him. Rumours abounded but she had never 
quite believed the full extent. 


But this was not how to treat such a being! He was lying on his side, naked, collared, the collar itself chained to 
the side of the cage. Anette could tell from twenty metres, having better than human-perfect vision herself: 
his eyes were changed to lupine and his fangs were out. His wolf dick was exposed, knot swelling the base of it. 


Impossible! Alpha males didn't have heats. Only omegas. But he had a knot. 


Both as a rarity herself and with her real-life career of choice, Anette had heard of a few cases of dual 
designation. The ‘treatment’, as it was called by some and ‘prophylaxis’ by others, of such individuals who found 
themselves in this life-threatening dilemma was still very much under scrutiny. A cursory visual assessment 
told her that Jani had no parts one would consider female. None she could see. That put a serious kink in it, 


and not the fun kind. 


"Jani, what happened to you?!" She went to stand closest to his head, Jonas and Hurtsi keeping warily back, 
some miscellaneous crew huddling behind them. Anette wondered if he could talk with that mouth full of fangs. 


"Tony," growled Jani. "Caught me. Too late.." was all he could manage. 


Anette refused to accept that. No way was she about to let him die in such a humiliating manner, or die at all. 


But she'd have think and work fast. Her training kicked in. "How long, Jani?" 
"Morning." 


More than IZ hours! She didn't know where they could even go. Her home had a nice, private garden, but that 
was hundreds of kilometres away. Inside.. itd have to be easy clean-up. A sauna might do but whose? Where? 
They had no time for even a short journey. First things first: getting Jani out of the cage and preventing him 
from attacking. Any animal in pain would lash out first. An Alpha male Wolf was at the absolute top of the 
food chain in that regard. 


"Give me your coats," Anette snapped at Hurtsi and Jonas, which they did without question. "Go.. make sure 
there's a clear path to the locker room. Please," she added. They were happy to get out of the way. 


Opening the cage proved easy enough. Anette's Alpha strength allowed her to leverage the cage's gate to pry 
up the hinges, and she saw how Jani was kept subdued. Silver was woven into his collar. Same for the cords 
binding his wrists. Cruel, but effective. "I'm sorry," she said, donning the gloves she found in a pocket of Jonas’ 
coat. "These will have to stay on a bit longer. I'm going to do everything | can to save your life. We can't wait. 
I'm Alpha," she added, when confusion quirked his eyebrows. No, he didn't know. Most people took her for beta. 


The usual Alpha musk wasn't present unless she was aroused. 
Jani's wolf eyes registered comprehension and something like revulsion. "Let me die," he growled. 


"Can you walk?" Anette ignored him. "Need to get you inside, somewhere safe." Safe was relative, mainly for 
Jani. She was not unaffected by the thick cloud of pheromones emanating from him, which he'd likely pick up 
on any second. It had been years since she'd been unable to control her reaction in public. Making the 


necessary adjustment under the cover of one of the spare coats, she caught his eyes to stare him down 


Jani tossed his red-and-black hair violently side to side, all of it no, negative; refusal and abject hopelessness. 
Gathering her resolve, Anette stepped into the cage and didn't flinch when Jani snapped at her. He was 
shivering. When she touched his shoulder, he whined and shrank away. The skin was both hot and clammy. If 
only he hadn't been hard and knotted maybe she'd have been able to talk him into submission right here and 
been done with this, but no, not when she thought it through. It was physically impossible. This wasn't a human 


male or a beta He was in full-blown heat. 


"Here's how it will go. I'm going to unclip your collar from the cage itself. Then I'll put these coats over you 
and carry you inside." With Jani now telling her without words that she was insane and couldn't pull it off, 
Anette made an effort to at least inform him of his final option. "I'm going to knot you. It's the only way." 


Carrying Jan's weight while he struggled against being moved took every ounce of Anette's strength. Along the 
alley, into the building, through dim corridors, the people still milling around staring or some averting their 
gazes, she felt eyes on the back of her head. What she wanted to do was let him slide down to hands and 
knees and take him right there, every step of the way. 


When Jonas reappeared to tell her that the rest of the way was clear, she barked an order. "Call I-I-2. Tell 
them to send an ambulance, and tell them | need an omega rescue kit" A male omega in heat could get into a 
similar bind. The odds were almost nil, but memories and stories still circulated, as did specialised supplies -- 
they wouldn't cure anyone, though. They were only to mitigate the.. side effects. If she were unsuccessful, 90 


percent chance that the only ambulance ride would be to the morgue. 


They made it to the locker room in the cellar, and she soon detected sirens. Settling Jani on the floor on his 
hands and knees as gently as she could and then holding him there, the next two or three minutes seemed an 
entire night. The paramedic didn't want to enter the room. Anette was sympathetic but she needed the 
supplies he carried. "Toss it here," she ordered. Her reflexes kicked in and she caught the bag midair. 


Disrobing while strong-arming Jani proved another challenge, more-so since her dick was already out. She 
couldn't help it, he smelled so fucking sweet. When he saw it bulging in her underwear, Jani twisted and snapped 
his fangs, the whites of his eyes showing. "Just stop that. | don't want to claim you or mate you, only save 
your life. Everyone knows Tony had your ass for a decade," the Wolf on the floor growled again, confirming the 


truth, "and that you fought him every time, every heat" 
"Never wanted it." 


‘| know, and I'm sorry. But you're too.. valuable to die. | don't mean money. You have a gift to give to the world. 


Or only to yourself. Will you submit?" 


The wolf inside the Wolf stared at her. Could he even comprehend, Anette wondered. Alphas didn't beg, yet she 
was a half a breath from it. It wasn't the last resort. More like, next to last. She didn't want to have to fight 


him. 


But then Jani bent his head. Neither of them had time for him to roll over. 


First thing, she removed the collar from his neck and the cuffs from his wrists. Below, the skin was reddened, 
angry, like any burn. He'd heal fast though, if he lived. Next was the humiliating business of the condom cath, 
which she informed him of calmly, sad that their first intimate touch would be this. It was going to get messy 
and at least that could be dealt with. The wolvish version of foreskin, the sheath, was well back. Since Jani 
hadn't morphed beyond the first few superficial changes, it wasn't the thick tube of fur-covered flesh like a 
canine but thinner, more flexible. Anette unrolled the condom part over the semi-pointed head and secured the 


band below it. All future liquids would flow down the tube, into the floor drain, the grate of which she 


threaded the end into. 


He wasn't like a breeder: he didn't have the extra anal glands to produce slick. Anette found lube in the kit. Her 


own slick would help as well. 


So pitifully it made her heart hurt in her chest, Jani whined non-stop. If not for the partial change, as a 
human she knew he'd be crying in pain. There was no helping it. If she didn't do it now, it'd be too late. Coming 
up to him, she circled all the way around him once; there was no time for the usual scenting. His nostrils 
flared and she let him see her undress the rest of the way, how her human body was like any other woman 
of her years in good health other than her dick rising from the folds of her labia, clit super-enhanced and 
lengthened, widened, internally plumbed in a meandering fashion rather than a straight shot like a male's peris. 


Even now, as a subject of study, she'd met only a tiny handful of others like herself and two other, different 
Alphas who had been born with traits of both genders rather than develop them when they presented. Yet 
another sort of undocumented mutation knelt before her, and it was down to her to assuage his heat and 


relieve his knot. 


She wished very badly that she'd had time to not only scent, but touch Jani in any matter beyond a casual 
hug or two. But why would she, she was married. In the face of his intense heat, his nudity and vulnerability, 
Jani was the most alluring man she'd ever encountered. It shouldn't be that way. Not like this. The best she 
could do was push everything aside except the necessary physical response and get him through this alive. 


Her Alpha wasn't making it easy. It cared nothing for the human interpretation of his various superficial 
imperfections. The Alpha smelled possibilities it had not for years, if ever. 


Anette mounted him in the traditional position, from behind, taking him in one smooth thrust. She groaned, he 
felt as good as he smelled. Better. So tight. Her husband was a bitch and made for it, always running with 
juices when he was in heat. Jani.. was not. It seemed even more of a violation that way, fake slick and fake 


attraction, only it wasn't on her part or she wouldn't be able to do this. 


She tried to be professional, touching only where necessary. That only made it worse. With her knot starting to 
expand, she gave up that tactic quickly, letting her hands and mouth roam at will and repeating softly that it 
would be alright, she'd take such good care of him. 


There was nothing, nothing at all like coming through a knot. For Alphas, it was a multiple event, ejaculating for 
minutes at a time from the testes, knot, and prostate between lengthened plateaus. Anette had denied herself 
the pleasure for so long her memory of it had faded. Buried inside Jani, tethered to him, she let it go, let it 
gush. Her hips trembled in a series of tiny rapid yanks that massaged the nerves at the base of her knot. 
Inside, Jani's ring muscles held her tightly in place helplessly squeezing her, beyond his control. "Coming..!" she 
gasped, pumping out load after load. "Oh fuck." Finally she remembered she would need to manually manipulate 


him, and reached around below. 


"No... no.." He didn't want to come like this, on a knot. He'd proved he didn't have to just by being alive but this 


time he'd been powerless to do whatever it was he did to help himself, having been without the use of his 
hands till it was too late. His body's physiological response overrode his will. Anette's hard and swollen dick 
inside him ground against his prostate, and the gland released a jet of over-pressurised fluid. She mimicked the 
ring effect with her thumb and fingers around the base of his knot. The pressure receptors there were stil 
working. He swelled further till she could barely get an effective grip around part it, his hips trying to thrust 
but abortively since they were restricted by his tie to Anette's knot. 


This was a controversial technique. The traditional school of thought was that no Alpha would need this so why 
develop and learn it? Anette had, and even practiced on herself in private once or twice. Keeping her grip tight, 
she pushed the ring of digits below and against the base of the knot again and again, using her other hand to 
massage the bulb itself. Jani was a couple of inches taller than she, but her legs were longer. She pushed her 
knees far apart on the floor for better leverage and laid over his back, letting him support them both. 


It was all down to her now, working against time and nature to bring his knot off before it exploded inside his 
skin and ruined him. She had to be relentless, had to keep her knot massaging his gland inside at the same time, 
at the correct speed and pressure. Watching the fluids in the line, she was able to track what was being 
ejected: clear pre-come like any male, which he could not help dribbling in copious amounts. Prostate fluid was 
a golden-smeared viscous opaque, similar to collostrum; thicker, almost congealed palest pink come from his 
knot. She was forcing those, he would feel relief but no real pleasure since he didn't want this. Soon she would 
need to see the white from his balls, and then yellow. If she didn't succeed, his bladder would rupture from 


the unrelieved sexual response, wanted or not, sealing his urethra closed, and that's what would kill him. 


Every three minutes, give or take, similar to active labour, Anette had to pause for her next orgasm, her own 
pleasure taking over as her cream erupted from deeply buried testes through her ducts and out. Jani was 
actively squeezing her knot; he glanced back over one shoulder. Maybe it was her own, but Anette thought he 
sensed some hope. She expressed more of the pink- and gold-tinged fluids from him, pulling back against the 
contracting muscles till more of her knot's internal follicles released their pressurized fluids in tiny sprays. The 
tip of her dick burned with its own limitation: her tube should be twice its diameter. So good! She howled 
through the fierce jets. Eyeing Jani's cath tube, she saw white. 


They worked a few more cycles till his knot was down to nearly nil and hers was also beginning to shrink, 
allowing her to move again within him. Till then, she hadn't noticed any effort, it was all concentration on 
helping Jani, and on getting them off. She was starting to get a little tired, though. In that, she focused more 
on other sensations, the feel of his skin where they unavoidably adjacent. His hair hanging down on either side 
of his neck, the back of which was devoid of a Mark; she could see the dark brown roots where it had grown 
out. Shoulders, back, hips. An adult man's configuration, neither excessively muscled nor skinny as Alpha males 
tended to be depending on the personality of the individual, but pleasing to her eye. She shouldn't be 
inventorying these attributes, yet not to do so would almost be an insult. 


"Is it gonna be your last now?" she asked. If she knew - and she always did - when she was drained, Jani 


should as well. 


"Yesss.. but | gotta piss!" 


"You will.. just stay put, don't be embarrassed, it's your body flushing itself clean." 


Anette thrust in and out, massaging the last knotting fluid out, rubbing his almost normalized prostate. Jani 
grew tense and he screamed, his wolf features also retracted He came again, per the tubing, in several violent 
bursts of pure white and then, a moment later, dick still hard, the flood of yellow stiffened the tube till Anette 
feared its integrity. This would be her last, too; her knot, a super-enlarged portion of clitoris connected to 
internal balls she should never have had to believe old dogma, had deflated. Grabbing hold of Jani's hips, she 
fucked him while he peed and peed, twelve hours or more built up; she brought herself over and filled him 
with everything she had left, her own g-spot finally giving up its treasure in gouts of creamy, frothy jizz. 


"Filling you full, it's gonna run out of you, you're so good, such a good boy, my Jari.” 
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People talked between rounds, Jani told her. He would know; Anette's limited experience from her pre- 
presentation days included shy or bombastically horny encounters where either the action was ongoing till 
sleep overtook them or both parties retreated in the awkward surcease. Jani's state affected Anette in an 
unexpected way: it had thrown her into an off-cycle oestrus. If she'd been younger, it would have been a real 


nuisance. Since she'd completed her family, she no longer felt the biological imperative as strongly. 


Despite their less than comfortable surroundings, they made themselves at home once the - still- 
embarrassing - supplies were disposed of. They lay side by side on a thin, makeshift bed of clean towels they'd 
found, each with one of the borrowed coats thrown over them, too. Beyond that, their Wolf blood and 


respective heats kept them warm. 


First they talked about the tour and rescheduling that night's missed performance. The venue having any 
openings before late winter was unlikely. Jani knew of another in a nearby town that might do as a fill-in They 
both had other projects ongoing as well as years of history in the industry; for a while, they compared 
stories: Loneliness and hilarity on the road. Strip poker stories. Puke stories. Stagefright. Scorching lead solos 
and the perfect vocal pitch sustained before an audience were more alike than she'd thought. Even after this 


long, a lot of Jani's anecdotes came from his Sonata days. 
In the lull, curiosity having got the better of her, Anette asked Jani if he had a mate or was married. 


He answered readily enough. Unconsciously perhaps, his hands met over his abdomen, where he fiddled with his 
ring. "Engaged. To a human woman. She knows about the Wolf thing. Neither of us have any interest in turning 


her. 


"You were turned, yourself. The story, well, the talk that goes around.. | never knew for sure how much of it 
was true but it makes me so angry! You know there won't be any repercussions unless things change. Change 


more." 


‘lve put that behind me. Got out of that situation years ago." Jani seemed dismissive of it, which surprised 


Anette. 


"I know, but it did something to you. You don't want a mate or a family. Or am | wrong?" 


"Those things aren't always what people hold them up to be." Undeniably, he had a point. "I." Shaking his head, 


he trailed off. This was outside his normally concise manner. 
"What is it, Jani?" Tension built. 


"God, | need a smoke!" Jani turned on his side; Anette mirrored him, not really thinking about it. "Can | trust 


you to keep this to yourself?" 


"Yes, of course.’ As Alpha, she could get away with keeping things from her husband if she so decided. 
Normally, such conventions were a thing of the past in their relationship but keeping the confidence of a friend 


was universal. 
A long pause followed, during which Jani swallowed thickly a few times. "Had a mate of sorts. Human. Hurt him." 


"Hurt... him?" Alarmed, Anette's mind jumped to such catch-phrases as ‘cycle of abuse’ and '.Say Something’ 


but Jani went on immediately. 


"Not like that. And no, | never knotted him. He's the only man that l.. ever wanted like that. At all. It would have 
been too much." The words suggested that judgment had been handed down, but his intonation said otherwise. 
So, not ‘too much’ for one of them, Jani and this unknown man, but for the other, Anette had to assume. 


Which was which? Good question. 
"Does he know about..2" 


"No. No wolf-dog ancestry and he's.. not from here, meaning | couldn't tell him anyway unless | planned to try 


to Change him. You know the fucking Code. Never made one inference that he had any clue." 
"Just as well" 


"| suppose," Jani said sadly. "I'm not sure what designation he'd be if | were to succeed in turning him, and he's 


even older than you.. Sorry!" 


Anette snorted. "Believe me, | understand. And you're not a standard Alpha, no offense." Look at the two of 
them, so careful about each other's aberrant traits. "There's basically no material on it - everyone not fitting 
the mold was killed off. A century ago, I'd have had to find a way to live as a man or be put to death. Can't 


have a woman in charge. Who knows what would have happened to you." 


"Simple. Village bicycle, probably for young knot-poppers so inclined or Alphas who had lost a mate." It was a 
gruesome truth. Alphas didn't necessarily follow an omega mate into death the way the reverse had been 
unequivocally true till the last two generations. Jani asked a question in the form of a statement. "You have 
heats, too." 


"Yes." Anette didn't elaborate. 

"| can smell it. And you've carried two children to term?" 

Unlike some, Anette noticed, Jani did not refer to offspring as pups. "My husband conceives easily enough but 
his one full-term pregnancy nearly killed him. So | took that on, and | don't regret it. Being entrenched in family 


life got me kicked out of my previous band." 


Jani nodded. That story was common knowledge, people talking about it again now that Anette was back in the 
spotlight. "That whole thing was stupid. Tuomas is an idiot. How could anyone not want you?" 


"He's very traditional in spite of himself" Anette chose to skim past the rest. 

"Is this, between us here tonight, cheating?" Jani asked belatedly. 

"What, was | going to stand there and watch you die in agony? Or worse, live through it and be incontinent and 
impotent for the rest of your life?" Anette shook her head. "If you'd not been in such a dire condition | could 
have got you through it with just my hands." 

"Really? Maybe you should teach me your technique in case mine ever fails. lim not interested in being with 
anyone Pack. Not like that” Jani looked directly at her. "Present company not withstanding. This, um, this is not 


over.” 


"You mean your heat." No, she couldn't have this man fall for her. Or vice-versa. They'd never be able to 


work together if that happened. 


"That's all | meant. You're mated, and | don't have any wish to be." Jani confirmed, smiling slightly. "It's strong, 


l'm going to need a second round soon" 
"Does it work the other way for you, too? In the old times, they'd have called it rut" 


"| don't know," Jani replied slowly. "We never tried that. Tony." He made a noise of disgust. "Hell, no. Not even to 


put someone under me while he.." 
"Do you want to?" 
"Yes. That's the nature of a man, and my designation” There was a faint manifestation of wolf eyes again 


Indeed, the Wolf had reawakened in both of them. Anette's Alpha wanted what it had had before, but she was 
old enough to control it, or rather, temper it. She wanted something else. To have him another way, yes, but 
also, answers. "Your former.. partner. Your reputation as a womanizer precedes you. How did you.. no, not how. 


Why did you choose a man?" 


"It was more that he chose me. He's." Jani turned inward, eyes half-lidded as he considered his words. "Not 

Pack as | said, which to me was a bonus. Strong-willed for a full human. Not as strong as me, though. | could 
have said no and he'd have backed off. The risk for him wasn't as much, between his age and.. fame. Neither 
of those things was what | fell for. In some way, | needed to be chased, | suppose, to be wanted and pursued. 


He's beautiful, you'd agree. Almost like a woman might be beautiful, but not. Passionate, confident, loving." 


"Surely you've had beautiful women want you. Even throw themselves at you" Anette was more than familiar 


with the post-show, after hours routine. In her Nightwish days, a few groupie types had propositioned her, too. 
"Well yeah. But not for me." 
"Why aren't you together, then?" 


"We've both have said and done things we regret. All of that made for great.. bonding almost, when we weren't 
letting it drive a wedge between us. Incredible sex, for that sort. You know. Without a knot. He said he loved me 
but sometimes his actions said otherwise. As | said, fame. It was hard to deal with his touring schedule, and 
god, you should see his house and stuff. Money.. he doesn't even think about it. I've been broke a lot of my life 
but he's had 30 years of filthy rich." 


Touring. A musician, then. A successful one. That made perfect sense. Anette tried to narrow down the field, 
who this might be. How many bands reached that level? Jani had already indicated the man was not Finnish or 
Swedish. No lupine heritage. He had to be from somewhere English was commonly spoken, so probably 
Caucasian. Unless it was some genre that was not metal or even rock. Older than her? Was he gay, or had Jani 
been a one-off for him, too? She kept silent with those questions. He'd given her more than she'd expected. It 


was none of her business unless Jani told her more. 


Besides, she was officially in heat now, and while it wouldn't last for days like in a younger Wolf, it was just as 
strong, waxing, having been sparked by Jani's heat and tending to his needs. 


The conditions were still not ideal. All they had was the hard tiles, towels, and the floor drain, not a real bed 
covered in super-absorbent padding. Jani sat up, sniffing the air. "Ive knotted human women. With you, the 
Wolf wants out. The animus. All those years, Anette, of being taken down | never once was allowed My Alpha 
wants your Alpha to let me." 


"Likewise. l'm overriding it. Here.. please." Self-conscious of the move, Anette got to her hands and knees. Her 
heavy breasts swayed below her chest, and her dick, which hadn't retracted between rounds, filled out and 


hardened. 


She had never learned the art of keeping her knot down once her dick was out and Janis fresh waves of heat 
was making it start to swell. Although she wanted to repeat the first act minus the fact it had been a 
desperate life-saving measure, Anette had never been knotted as a woman. Or no, she had to rethink her 


terminology. She had never been on the receiving end of a knot. 


Her natural curiosity as well as the agreement to accommodate Jani's previously unfulfilled need kept her in 
place. With her forehead rested on her folded hands, she waited for him to finish sniffing her from end to end. 
Mirth curved her lips and made her shake in silent giggles. She'd been surprised to learn that wild wolves did 
occasionally, during their mating ritual, lick each other in a fashion similar to what humans called oral sex. The 
only times she'd permitted anyone access to her - female - organs in that manner had been when she'd been 
deliberately attempting to conceive a child. It unheard of for an Alpha to carry, although as a woman she 
possessed the necessary anatomical features. She'd had to redirect her heat inward at those times, to open 
herself to being bred, and she doubted that without having changed into her animus form, it could have been 


accomplished. 


Jani moved behind her, one arm draped over her hips, lapping at her exposed vaginal opening. The tongue was 
human. Skilled, yes but.. this felt so entirely unnatural and foreign. She was whining, she finally heard, like a 
distressed animal, but Jani kept going. It didn't take long till her secretions were creeping down the insides of 
her thighs along with Jani's saliva. His tongue plunged into her, a tease, a preview. Changes in the acuity of her 
vision and hearing made Anette aware that her animus was starting to emerge, as Jani's had earlier. With 
neither the will to keep it in check nor silver to forcibly curtail her, Anette barked hoarsely while she stil 
could, "Jani! Change to your Wolfl |--" 


Her fangs and flattened tongue cut off any further words. Fur and a tail sprang forth, other uncomfortable 
internal skeletal changes kept her frozen for a minute. Her Wolf was dusty black. Jani's was - surprising - 
arctic white with reddish only on the fur's tips on his legs, snout, and ears, and black whiskers; she caught a 


glimpse out of the corner of her eye. 


Anette had no baculum, but she could tell that Jani did in this form when he mounted her and started 
enthusiastically humping like the dog he was - that they both were. He'd need it to endure mating a fully 
mature female Wolf without damage on a good day, plus he'd been weakened from the earlier, near-disastrous 


scare. 


His knot was also starting to fill again. How full it would swell and how long it could last were debatable, but 
then Jani tended to surprise her. Pushing back, Anette let any further human thought fade away. It was all 
instinct, being tethered together while her internal contractions caressed him into a bigger knot filled with a 


more vital, viscous load that would be expelled in several milked releases in the next half hour. 


She registered the heavy, heaving beast on top of her. Jani the man outweighed her; Jani the Wolf was 
proportionally larger, as wolves were in the wild although Anette's animus was not as much smaller as that of 
an omega or beta of either gender for her being Alpha He didn't bite her. His front claws scratched along her 
sides. Panting with effort, Jani picked up speed He was anchored, but that never stopped any Wolf or human 
including Anette herself from friction-seeking humping. Her dick kept dribbling spunk, unable to find a full 
release, but inside, as Jani filled her with a geyser of seed like nothing she'd ever felt, she was coming so hard 


around him. 


It went on, through more build-ups ending in Jani's spurting again and again deep into her. Everyone knew, it 


was semen that cooled the heat, that assuaged the inner itch. She was no different there, whining in relief. The 
weight on her back shifted, lightened The claws were now a human man's hands in her fur. Then a voice 
commanded, "Change back, Anette. This is weird." 


She did it, Jani still inside her. Though she'd orgasmed with each of Jani's ejaculations, her knot wouldn't go 
down without stimulation. Unexpectedly, Janis fingers closed around it. Anette flinched. "Tell me or guide me.. so 
you can get off" The words provoked more spasms, and Anette reached to correct his grip, placement upon 
the knot's most receptive nerves, the most efficient rhythm of squeezing and rubbing. Jani varied it a little, 
Alpha control freak and guitar god combined. Soon enough Anette's gasps turned into a yowl and streams of 


white wetted her underlying towel, accompanied by another answering gush inside. 


It went on, repeating, till they were trembling with both physical and sexual exhaustion. "I don't think | can go 
again," Jani said at last. He had been resting on her, but as he slipped free, scuttled back to give them some 


personal space. 


"Nor |," Anette glanced over, collapsing onto her side. "Not now." She took stock of her body. "Maybe not ever 
again like that." 


"Did this, did l.. hurt you?" Jani quirked his eyebrows at her in a remarkably lupine manner. 


"What | mean is, the heats wearing off already. It's very soon, hours at most depending on how one counts it. 


It could be one of my last times. You know, at my age." In this, their breed were more like humans. 
"So it won't catch?" asked Jani very softly. He meant pregnancy. 


Anette shook her head. "No. You're off the hook." Her training as a nurse took over. "What about you, though? 
You should make a full recovery, but see your GP or call me if anything seems off. You know, like if you can't 


get an erection or can't pee or--" 


"Yeah, yeah. | understand" Jani seemed embarrassed by her frankness. He didn't talk about personal matters 
like that, not to her. After their mating-that-wasn't-mating had ended, he'd laid down on his side facing her 
again but now he sat up. "Gonna see if their showers work. Can't hope for a sauna in a place like this." The 


building was old and they were underground. 
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"Wait: 


Never having intended to, Anette reached out a hand. Noticing her nails were black-tipped and slightly pointed, 
she retracted her claws and canines fully. "Your mate. The man" Janis eyes suddenly turned ice blue, and ice 


cold. She hurried on, "Would you just call him? Anything." 


"Is too late. We both have too much pride to say the necessary words. | can admit that to you, one Alpha to 
another. Imagine trying to apologize for being who and what | am, certain of what | know, blunt, not given to 
being steamrollered." Jani's delivery made it clear that he had mulled it over extensively and that he expected 
Anette would understand his position, adding, "He won't back down.. show his belly as it were. Nor will | 


anymore. I've given him more concessions than he knows. He probably feels the same." 
"What about your girlfriend? Fiancée. Whatever." 


Its not pair bonding but then | never went in for that. | could have, you know. Easily. I've knotted betas and 
omegas who needed an Alpha but not a mate. There's a network of unattached studs such as myself," Jani 
laughed self-deprecatingly as if to say he didn't think of himself as such, until he did. "Did you know that? Well, 


l'm no longer available." 


In her non-music line of work, of course she'd heard about that. Word of mouth only, not exactly their version 
of Tinder. "Jani.. what I'm saying is, do you really want to commit to someone so unequal?" A human, a woman, 


not a musician.. 
"What are you saying, that | shouldn't settle? What's the alternative? Tony?" Jani actually growled, 


Either she wasn't getting through to him, or he would not be budged. "Be careful that Tony doesn't catch you 


alone again. If he came after you now, more than a decade later..." 


This idea was also rejected. "That was revenge. Best served cold or however the expression goes. | cut ties 
with Tony back in ‘Ob. When | met." Here, Jani caught himself before he revealed a name. "Ironic, huh? Now 


that's over and--" 


"But you don't know for sure." 


Here, Jani squatted down to look her in the eye, not bothering with any sort of false modesty. Unlike a lot of 
men these days, he didn't shave or trim anything. All the scents of earlier clung to him, almost overpowering. 
With the close proximity, she could have easily reached out and held his balls in her hand. But she didn't touch. 
"You know what they say about sleeping dogs, Anette." 


"If you sleep with dogs, you wake up with fleas..?" Not very complimentary, considering. 


"That might be true, but no, the other one." There were several sayings that had rough cross-lingual 


translations. 
"What, that they lie?" 
Jani corrected her phrasiology, "No, that it's better to let them--" 


'Lie," Anette spoke over him, raising an eyebrow. Neither of them would back down, either, she and Jani. Not on 
this point. The other person across from her had been forced into a ‘relationship’ he didn't want when young, 
found and either lost or cut another free, wandered aimless, and now.. Anette didn't know why it was suddenly 


so important to her. She was losing her objectivity. 


They stared at each other for a long moment. Jani knelt, and with his hands, helped her to sit up. "Lying," he 
repeated. "That's something | don't do, not to spare feelings nor to advance myself. Do you?" 


"Not since | was young. Back then, most of it was to myself" Anette was not in a position to do so now, so she 


kept the words that wanted to burgeon out of her mouth to herself, to sort out at some later time. 


"So don't do it to me," he whispered pulling her into his arms. A moment later, his breath and his mouth fell 
warm upon her breasts. Oh, hell. That shock ran through her, all the cells of her skin wired for sensation. His 
heat had induced hers; her fucking all-too-fallible human feelings had jumped the circuit. Anette froze, as Jani 


went on, "We can be.. things we need, for each other. Think of the music we could make. Born of our love." 


"Jani..." Fuck, she had just moaned his name. Never, for any reason, about anything, had Anette felt so tempted. 
For a time, she fell into his touch. His kiss, which followed, searching and needy. His tongue moved with the 
same precision as his fingers. God, she wanted it. But this.. He had spoken of infidelity, and possibly worse was 
the chance of ruining their working relationship. If it went on any longer, they would step across those lines. 


Jani moved down, trailing his lips. "Stop, we need to stop," she gasped. 
"Nooo.." How did he speak with his mouth suddenly full, suckling like a baby? 


All the internal arguments tumbled out then. "The band will only work if we don't.. We have a tour to finish.. 


next summer's festivals, someday, more albums. How can we perform on stage, record or simply be in the 


same room if we give in?" Making to get up, Anette only got as far as her own knees before Jani stopped her 


and held her against him. He was powerful strong despite what he'd been through that day. 


Eyes searching hers, he made her meet his stare. The windows of his soul. "Fuck it. We can do whatever we 


want. Same time next year if that's all it can be." 


She could admit to herself she had fallen in love with him - maybe ‘today’, maybe before - but not to him. It 
could not be. Anette's Alpha, the older, quote-unquote wiser, more successful professionally if historically, 


finally prevailed. "Let go of me. We're done here, right now.. or for good. Your choice." 


He backed away. As far as Anette had been concerned during all but the last ten minutes, she'd have been 
doing him a disservice not to foster some amount of his emotional healing as well as physical. That's where 


she had started, but what had it actually done? She'd prodded his old wounds, then left him to lick them. Her 


own psyche felt like she'd worked it over with a cheese grater. 


In some sense, the fact that she had to be the one to call a stop, to say no and draw the line pissed her off. 
How dare he put her in that position? Is that what a woman got for saving a man's life? Perhaps she'd been 
working with the general populace too long, that the thought sprang to mind - she knew it was different than 
than the age-old homo sapiens male-female power trip. If Jani had been anything but Alpha, they could have 
found some type of arrangement, either domestically or affectionately. It was allowed, though rare, for an 


established mated couple to bring in a third But he was, however different from most. 
Neither of them were the type to cry about it. There were songs for that, too. Past and future. 


The night, which was not yet over, brought other concerns. Obviously, they needed to clean up. They reeked of 
sex and leaked spunk, their sweat drying on them, stale. Anette finally managed to put her dick away to 
unobtrusively chaperon Janis shower - he was not completely steady on his feet. She kept out of his eyeline 


and turned away, speaking only once. "Don't wash your hair, it's below freezing with the wind chill outside." 


He didn't answer but Anette sensed the shift in posture. Another, when he put his back to her and hunched 
over to clean his junk. Knowing he was checking it for damage, Anette was prepared to let him know that some 
discolouration and maybe a certain overstretched quality to the skin over the area where the knot formed 
was to be expected and would dissipate in hours. Jani didn't ask. Considering his past, he could be familiar with 
it. 

When he finished, Anette handed him towels and washed herself down in record time. She had clothes. Having 
arrived naked, Jani did not. She spotted a box in a corner with some odds and ends and left Jani to sort 
through it. He exited the locker room in turquoise leggings, a faded and too-large Van Halen tee-shirt, a multi- 
coloured zip-up old lady sweat jacket, and bright yellow high-tops but at least he was clothed. 

"You look like the Eighties threw up on youl" Anette couldn't help sniggering. 


The look Jani gave her..! The murder stare. If she'd been omega she might have cowered and pissed herself. A 


muscle flexed in his jaw but after a moment he laughed weakly. "Don't ask me about my mullet," he retorted. 


"Or my perm," Anette said to acknowledge his comment but pressed on. "Where are you staying tonight? Hotel 
or with friends? We should get you there soon, you need to rest and recuperate." 


"What | need is a bottle of vodka" 


The room Jani had booked in a not-so-fancy place was only two blocks away. Anette insisted on walking him 
there. As they passed an alleyway, Jani told her, "This is where Toni grabbed me," just like that, like he was 
observing the passing traffic. 


Sure enough, she could smell lingering traces of Alpha musk, strong and almost sour. What had the fuck had 
the bastard done, rubbed up on the building? Marked his territory the old-fashioned way? He must have been 
back since ditching Jani at the concert hall. Anette's hackles rose. "l'm staying with you tonight,” she announced 
to Jani. 


Another look slanted at her, halfway between disbelief and eagerness. 
‘My Wolf is staying with you tonight," she clarified. 


Once certain Jani wouldn't wander, Anette changed to her animus again. She didn't spent as much time in that 
form as when she was young. Family, children, school, work, and her music didn't leave much time for running 
free. In that sense, it was a relief. Too, because it was less awkward than to have to try to force conversation 
or endure the position they found themselves in now. Anette was happy to spend the night curled up on the 
floor in front of the door in Jan's room. No one would disturb his sleep. With a sigh, Jani brought her a pillow 
she didn't need, then proceeded to discard his lost-and-found outfit and crawl into bed Almost as soon as he 


was horizontal, he crashed. 


Anette's Wolf only rested, ears and nose alert for any threats. People came and went at all hours. She could 
hear everything through the walls: snoring, pacing, fucking. There were footsteps by the door, but no one tried 
to break in. After a few hours of deep sleep, Jani went through a restless period. He mumbled and ground his 
teeth, flailing about and tossing his covers off himself. With excellent night vision, Anette could see the 
rhythmic grind over there, but he was fully asleep and she let him be. He flopped over his back and was soon 
snoring. And so went the rest of the night. 


When morning pulled her from a light doze, Anette shifted, dressed, and let herself out. The hallway stank of 
Alpha, and not hers. She had made the right choice. 


b 


The next time Anette saw Jani, for the gig a few nights hence, there loomed a distance and reserve between 
them that had never existed before. She was thankful again that they'd only booked a few dates and would 
return to their homes before Christmas. She was ravenous, as if she were 19 again. Not in heat - something 


like an aftershock that just wouldn't die down. 


Being performers meant being able to fake it on stage, and they were both damned good at it. Jani took a 
specific wide-leqged stance when he played. Knowing what his thighs looked like unclothed didn't help her 
concentration and she avoided looking. Any time she hung an arm around his neck or leaned her back against 
his, electricity flared under the surface. No one in the audience would have guessed that immediately post- 


show, they each retreated to their corners. 


Everyone in the music business knew: you don't write with your spouse or your lover. They weren't obviously, 
and both their necks remained as unmarked as ever. Never mind that for the past two nights, she'd dreamt of 


her Wolf standing over his human form and sinking her teeth along with her dick. 


That song, she would have to write on her own. 


Once the short tour concluded, she didn't hear from - or even hear of - Jani for months. Their fan base kept 
the momentum going, demanding another album, more live shows, more online content and merch. Anette left 
the latter of those decisions to management. The Dark Element was Jani's creation, really. Not much they 


could do while he was AWOL. 


He came to her in her sleep but never in more than fleeting impressions. Sometimes as a man, sometimes 

four-legged and furred; with his black E-Il custom 7T-string guitar or a red-and-black Ibanez he hadn't owned 
in years; sometimes he sang. Before Jani had recruited her, she'd never heard that he had much of a voice, 
more like he was oftentimes too drunk to carry the harmony. Those days were over. Maturity or dedication 
had given him a vocal richness that didn't exactly repel her. She tried not to anticipate recording again, when 


she'd be able to hear it in a pristine environment. 


Other times she'd wake up in a sweat, sure that someone or something had been howling outside her window. 
There were never any foot- or pawprints in the snow along the outside wall. Although a certain percentage of 
Wolves could speak to each other telepathically, Anette was uncomfortable with the idea of anyone invading 
her brain and had learned to block it out years before. Whatever was going on with Jani, it was at an extreme 


distance. She could only hope he was alright. 
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Biology sucked. 


Anette had done everything she could to deny hers. Two months of puking was easy enough to write off, what 
with the kinds of flu and other viruses going around these days. No monthly business? She'd told Jani she was 
getting too old When she'd started to show more of a bump than could be blamed on too many carbs she'd 
had to come to grips. No one knew the whole truth: not her mother; not her midwife, who'd soon had to pass 


her off to an Ob/Gyn for being an ‘elderly’ multigravida, not the doctor, her husband, best friend.. 


And certainly not Jani. Uprooting her life even more drastically was not an option. The ‘sleeping dogs lie’ 


exchange haunted her. 


She made up for the sin of omission by working with a fervor to learn more about the network Jani had 
mentioned tongue-in-cheek. Her goals were simple. Females with Wolf blood were immune to the hormonal- 
chemical birth control methods human women used. There was much room for improvement with use of the 
mechanical type. Another imperative was to weed out any unencumbered Alphas from the unofficial roster 
who were known for overly aggressive behaviour or forcing unwanted claims. It happened. While it was a myth 
that all wolves mate for life, the practice of forced polygamy needed to be stamped out. No young omega 
wanted that for him- or herself. 


Since Anette had been late in acknowledging her condition, much of the early prenatal development went 
untracked. The institute she'd worked with before, once advised they could have access to a pregnant Alpha to 
study, wanted to examine her daily to map her progress. She talked them down to biweekly. The proposal of 
multiple radiologic scans was not to her liking, either. She allowed as much digital and flash photography as 
they wanted, including up-to-the-minute developments more often used in autopsy and sexual assault case 
investigation, which if done right could see right through her skin. The stipulation was that they could only 
publish it in scientific journals and had to obscure her identifying features - she didn't want to be ‘that lead 
vocalist with the pregnant nude shots’. In that, she was fully aware of what she was banking on. 


The pregnancy progressed normally till into the seventh month, when she felt reduced movement. As she'd 


suspected all along, age and anemia had complicated things and they induced. 


Soon after she delivered, Jani contacted her again, wanting to do another album. Maybe a few shows if they 
could get rehearsed sufficiently for the late summer festival circuit. He spoke only of music and contracts; 
there were demos attached to emails. Hearing them, she could not resist. Had to do it. In that, at least, they 


were of one mind. She did the odious things, hired a nanny with a nursing license for the preemie newborn she 


refused to go public about, bought a breast pump and a binder and tried her best to ignore all the unflattering 


comments online as to her puffy appearance. 


No one was the wiser. 


8 - Epilogue | 
-2020, August 


Two-year-old Taika clung to Anette's skirt, pale blue eyes huge as she looked up at the man with long hair like 
darkened flame who approached. In his often-worn uniform of faded black denim button-fly jeans and a Dolly 
Parton tee, he walked confidently through the milling backstage craziness, eyes not wavering from Anette, 
singular goal in mind it would seem. A screaming pink baby sling was secured diagonally around his torso, with 
an infant maybe several months old sleeping peacefully in it. Only its chubby little face and fuzzy hair showed. 
A dark-haired woman who appeared to be in her second trimester of pregnancy walked at his side, only ducking 


behind him when the crowd was too thick. 
Wow, Jani had been busy. 


Taika pointed and exclaimed, "Bebis!" to which Anette confirmed that it was indeed. Jani, meanwhile, greeted 
Anette as casually as he'd ever done while taking in her daughter's strawberry-blonde hair, finely delineated 
eyebrows, little potato nose, and her grin splitting her face almost in two. Anette could see he wasn't the least 


bit fooled. 


Another person appeared out of the crowd and draped an arm around Jani's neck, kissing him indiscriminately 
on the cheek. At first, Anette wasn't positive if it was a man or woman with that teased coif of long wavy 
bleach-blond tendrils; the voice was unmistakably masculine as was the body. Then she ‘recognised him' though 
they'd never met before and her eyes nearly popped out of her head. 


Jesus Henkka Christ, no wonder Jani couldn't let that one go. From one the festival's headlining acts, the 
flamboyant bassist - who at nearly 60 was the carefully-preserved showpiece of their legendary if long-gone 
rock'n'roll lifestyle and pretty-boy hair metal days - drew looks from everyone around them. He wore an 
outfit that looked like it was pieced together of silvery-blue animal skins, heavy silver jewelry hanging over his 
mostly-bared chest. Not to Anette's taste perhaps, but Janis heated eye-dart and flared nostrils told her 
things were back ‘on’ there. When the man tossed his hair, even from a metre away she could pick up the 


scent of... he wasn't Changed but she'd have sworn he emitted some faint mix of omega and Alpha 


Just to be safe, Anette backed up half a pace. She'd coated her upper lip with camphor ointment to drown out 
the mix of pheromones but it wasn't 100 percent foolproof in a place like this. 


Unconsciously, she glanced at the woman - Jani's wife by now, surely - who was smirking. "Look at my man 


and his mate. My two men," that look said. Sure enough, she introduced herself using Jani's surname. 


Then Anette was unavoidably introduced to the blond. He was nice enough, she supposed, polite, but no way she 
was touching him. Picking up on her mother's stress as children do, Taika attempted to climb Jani's leg to look 
at the baby, which provided the perfect diversion. The man who had turned Jani - halfways, in another way - 


would give her pause for years, she knew, even though she couldn't have the openness she might have been 


secretly hoping for. Anette could only nod and rattle off the requisite, "It's nice to meet you." "You called him, | 
take it?" she said to Jani in Swedish. 


He answered in Finnish, "No, he did, and | was smart enough to listen, thanks to you." He held up a bottle of 
beer she hadn't noticed before and saluted her. "So here's to you," he quipped. 


1 - Epilogue 2 
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-2030 


Anette puttered in her garden, soaking up the sun on her face. She'd taken a rare long weekend off. Taika would 
be home from school in an hour, and then they would - along with the older children - stay for a few days at 


their summer cabin one last time this season. 


The year had taken so many. Her husband, the previous autumn, after being bitten by a pet tropical snake 
that had escaped from a neighbor's home. She still had nightmares about it. Her mother, in late January, of 
age-related illness ending in pneumonia. Then Jani's wife, in a car crash or from exposure, making her way 
home alone at night close to winter's end in the far North, where they'd settled their family in ‘22 or +23. 


Beware of Moose signs were posted for a reason. 


The most recent, Janis.. partner, lover, mate. Prostate cancer, after a long battle. Anette had fought various 
evil thoughts in that direction, starting with: he was so feminine, did he even have one and ending with: of 


course he wouldn't have it surgically removed and chance putting an end to sex, not an aging rock star. She 


was willing to bet that in the end, he wasn't so pretty. 


It was unworthy of her, she knew. Unkind. Disgusting. Inexcusable. She sent Jani a card of sympathy for each 
of his losses, wondering time and time again if she should go visit him. Days, weeks, months passed.. still it 


seemed too soon. 


They had never done a third album as The Dark Element. After the year they'd exchanged unannounced 
reveals, there'd been just one more short summer tour. In their infrequent emails since, he'd told her that 
he'd written more material but never offered audio proof. One point of stability, he'd stayed with Insomnium 


for the duration. Their touring schedule was brutal, but at least he made a living. 
Ironically, thanks to having worked with Jani, Anette had inherited some of his old bandmates from past 
projects for some of her own. Fluid - or incestuous - as metal bands tended to be up near the Arctic Circle, 


musicians came and went and probably came around again if one just gave it a few years. 


Maybe it was time. 


Fin. 


